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symptoms of vitality, and suddenly gushed forth in streams;
of wondrous eloquence to the supper parties detained for the-
purpose of witnessing the display. Between these irregular
apparitions we are lastly given to understand that his life-
was so strange that its details would be incredible. What
these incredible details may have been, I have no means of
knowing. It is enough that he was a strange unsubstantial
being, flitting uncertainly about in the twilight regions of
society, emerging by fits and starts into visibility, afflicted'
with a general vagueness as to the ordinary duties of man-
kind, and generally taking much more opium than was good:
for him. He tells us, indeed, that he broke off his over-
mastering habit by vigorous efforts ; as he also tells us that
opium is a cure for most grievous evils, and especially saved!
him. from an early death by consumption. It is plain
enough, however, that he never really refrained for any
length of time; and perhaps we should congratulate our-
selves on a propensity, unfortunate, it may be, for its
victim, but leading to the Confessions as one collateral
result.
The life of De Quincey by " H. A. Page," published since-
this was written, has removed much of the mystery; and it
has also done much to raise in some respects our estimate-
of his character. With all his weaknesses De Quincey un-
doubtedly was a man who could excite love as well as pity.
Incapable, to a grotesque degree, of anything like business,
he did his best to discharge domestic duties : he had a.
punctilious sense of honour, and got himself into difficulties
by a generosity which was certainly not corrected by the
virtue of prudence. But I will not attempt to sum up the
facts, for which, as for a higher estimate than I can subscribe
of his intellectual position, I gladly refer to his biography.